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For since I love not with mine eyes but heart,
Your red or white so little could incline,

Whether it came from nature or from art,
I should not think it either yours or mine,                10

As that which doth but with the skin confine.

And with the light that gave it first depart.

Let novices in love themselves address
Unto those parts which superficial be:

Chloris, I must ingeniously confess,                              15

Nothing appears a real fair to me
Which at the most but sometimes I do see,

But never can at any time possess.

Give me a beauty at such distance set,

That all the senses which I would employ                 20

Being within an even compass met,
Each sense may there such equal share enjoy,
That neither one the other shall destroy,

Or force it for to pay its fellow's debt.

So though with dovelike murmurs I did rest,               25

Faster enchanted than with any spell,

Lying within your arms, upon your breast,
Sipping a nectar kiss whose fragrant smell
My tongue within your lips alone should tell,

I would not think my powers were opprcss'd.               30

Then leave your simp'ring, Chloris, and make haste,
Without delighting thus to hear me pray,

That all your sweets I may together taste.
Should I too long on one perfection stay,
I might be forc'd to linger on my way,                     35

Or leave thee with the praise of being chaste.

A DIVINE LOVE

[Printed as Carew's in his Poems, 1642.]

WHY should dull Art, which is wise Nature's ape,

If she produce a shape
So far beyond all patterns that of old
Fell from her mould,